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	Second Mate

**A/N: So I was writing while watching The Force Awakens for the third time, and I decided to write this. Just a snippet from Rey's point of view about Han. Hopefully it's not too jumpy. I'm afraid I couldn't get everything in there that I wanted to, but I think it'd decent for a short little thing. Hopefully it doesn't jump around too much. Just tell me if you have any advice or criticism. It's really valuable to me. It makes me a stronger writer, and having also written some original fiction and wanting to be a published author, that's a really good thing.**

**Anyway. This is my first delve into the Star Wars fandom. Fanfiction-wise, anyway. Maybe I'll write another SW fanfic at some point.**

**Well, I've rambled on for long enough. I hope you enjoy. And don't forget to review. ;) **

She wasn't sure why it hit her so hard. She had hardly known him, after all. But Han Solo's death slammed into her, sucking her breath away, filling her with a rage she knew she shouldn't have.

But Rey was never one to do what she was told.

Fighting Kylo Ren, she had been able to put it off her mind. Sure, she let the shock of his death and the rage fuel her, but she hadn't had the time to think about it. Not like she did now. Now that she was on her way to find Luke Skywalker. The ship felt empty, even with R2 there. And so now she was kept company only by the thoughts she wanted no part in.

She had been running, up until now. Running as quickly as she could, trying to find any distraction she could. Even comforting the General had been a distraction. Because then it was someone else's grieving that she had to focus on. Not her own.

She had barely known him, really. Only for a little while. But it felt like a lifetime. A lifetime since she had left her little home behind.

Han had been the one to help her really leave it behind. Though even now she kept hope. She wasn't quite sure what she was even hoping for.

Because Jakku hadn't really been home. She had already known that. It was just the place she had been living. Surviving.

Han had offered her a home. On the Millennium Falcon, with him and Chewie. He had asked her to join his crew (even if he said he hadn't, they both knew he had). But she had declined. The place she had begun to consider home, with the people she had begun to consider family, and she had declined in favor of waiting for nothingness for even longer. If only she had agreed.

It wouldn't make much of a difference, now. Han was dead. There was no one to be second mate to. She might have had Finn, but right now, she was alone in the galaxy once again.

If only he had lived. If only she had said yes.

Then maybe she would be a second mate. Then maybe she would have a family and a place to call home.

But now he was dead, and she was alone.

**A/N: I hope you enjoyed this! :) Don't forget to review. They seriously make my day.**


End file.
